Boys Don't Cry 


Author: fairyll 

Bands: Def Leppard 

Characters: Rick Savage, Joe Elliott, Rick Allen 
Relationships: Rick Savage/Joe Elliott/Rick Allen 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Fri Apr I5 2022 12:46:22 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this out of love for the band. No disrespect is intended to anyone. 


Thanks to helena_s_renn for beta reading and much more. 


Six legs tangled, five hands stroked and grasped. Rick squirmed impatiently between Joe and Sav, who were both 
trying to find a balance between wariness and excitement. It had been an unbearably long time since their last 


time. 

The simple hotel bed was much too small for three grown men, but room wasn't what they needed. 

Never before had they spent so much time on foreplay, never before had they kissed and cuddled so intensely. 
Joe and Sav wanted to show Rick their unbroken affection again, but Sav slowly began to wonder whether Rick 


interpreted their restraint as uneasiness. 


They wanted it to be like it always had been: the three of them together in bed, having sex like many times 
before, as if nothing had changed. 


Rick was alive! He had lost an arm, but he was still the same handsome, charming, fun-loving man they'd 


known before. 
But something else was gone, not only Rick's arm: their lightheartedness, their invincibility. 


Memories of their first time crossed Joe's mind. That night when the little brat had simply squeezed himself 
between Joe and Sav as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Joe had been dumbfounded, not only 
because Rick had caught him and Sav in the act, but that the person he considered the younger brother he 
never had had dropped his pants in front of them without an ounce of shyness. Then he'd smiled that cheeky 
cherub smile, the one that was actually a tad too streetwise for an I8-year-old, and the rest was history. 


It seemed so long ago, yet it had only been a little over three years since then 


They took turns kissing Rick, then let him watch them kiss each other while their hands roamed all over his 
body. 


Not his entire body at this point, though. 
Sav lay to Rick's right, Joe to his left. 


Just like it was completely out of the question for them to replace him with another drummer, it also never 
occured to them that it was over. Their brotherly bond - with a physical bonus - was stronger than ever, 


and they wanted to assure him of that. 
But that didn't make the elephant in the room disappear. 


Like every time before, Rick was impatient to get undressed as quickly as possible. Ever since they'd known 
him, he'd always enjoyed taking his clothes off. It was simply a part of his boyish nature. 


This time, getting naked wasn't a matter of seconds though. There was no denying that it did look clumsy, Rick 
was well aware of that, as much as his older mates pretended not to notice. Sav considered offering to help 


for a moment, but he wasn't sure if that would hurt Rick's pride. 


Then there he sat on the bed between them, paler than he used to be, but still angelic and pure, with his 


million-watt smile, maybe tinted with a notion of insecurity. 
It was so hard not to stare though. 
There was no way around the fact that Rick's life had changed forever. They were looking at the naked 


evidence, and all Joe and Sav wanted to do was to yell out their anger at this brutal injustice of life. Their 


beloved little brother was never going to be the same again. 


Joe took a deep breath and forced himself to focus on the gorgeous caramel colored eyes looking up at him. 


His own clothes already lay somewhere on the floor where he'd chucked them. Sav was still trying to wriggle 


his feet out of his skin-tight jeans. 


Ignore? Proceed as normal? There was no rulebook on how to have sex with your friend for the first time 
after he'd lost an arm.. 


It was silly, but somehow Joe thought that it was expected of him to lead the way. He was the oldest of the 
trio, the one whose authority they all accepted, although he never stopped emphasizing that there was no 
hierarchy within the band. 


He settled for another kiss and welcomed Rick's eager tongue with his. Sav let out a groan, obviously enjoying 
the sight of his mates swapping spit. 


Then Joe's hand wandered higher from where it had rested on Rick's hip. Slowly he brushed over the scrawny 
ribs and a nipple. 


Fuck, why was his heart beating in his throat? They broke the kiss to get some air. 

Rick's initial "fuck-me-already'-pout had almost faded. The young man began to realize that he had to 
acknowledge that things just weren't exactly the same as before. Was he asking too much of them? He looked 
from Joe to Sav and back to Joe. They both looked so sexy, so breathtakingly attractive. They could have any 


woman - or man - they wanted, and yet here they were, with him. 


He winced a little when he felt the backs of Joe's trembling fingers touch the soft scar tissue. Joe looked back 
and forth between Rick's eyes and the dark pink, jagged line between the edge of his shoulder and his armpit. 


‘Its okay." Rick answered the unasked question in a whisper. Relieved as well as encouraged by these words, 
Joe turned his hand around and stroked tenderly with his fingertips, taking in the new sensation of the delicate 
surface. 

"Don't wanna hurt you." 

"It just tickles," Rick replied and looked over to Sav, who had been observing them stonily. "C'mon." 

Sav awoke from his petrified state and lifted his hand to join Joe's. 


"No big deal, really," he assured them. "But can we get to the other ticklish parts now?" 


Joe let out a chuckle at Rick's cheeky demand, and Sav joined in Some things would never change; one of them 


was certainly the sense of humour that they shared. 


Boys don't cry? They'd been trying so hard not to, but eventually all three of them had to surrender. Tears 


blended with saliva and sweat, just like the three bodies seemingly blended into one. 


What they shared seemed so much more precious now that they were aware it couldn't be taken for granted. 


